Preface
WHY, how did I write this book ?
On June sist last I arrived in London, coming from
Bordeaux, which I had left on the I7th, after the resig-
nation of the Reynaud Cabinet and the formation of Marshal
Plain's. These two events alike signified that the new
Government, going back on the signature put by M, Paul
Reynaud on March 28th in the name of France at the foot
of a solemn declaration, was going to enter into separate
negotiations for an armistice and a peace with the Common
Enemy.
I was coming to London, provided with a correct pass-
port, whatever the liars of Bordeaux who have become the
liars of Vichy may have said about it, and before such a
journey was pronounced a crime. I was coming, I have
stated and I state it again, in order to pursue, to the full
extent of a courage which has ceased to fear anything, the
struggle against Germany, the struggle for the liberation
of my country, the struggle for the preservation and pro-
tection of the British Empire, the Ally of France.
Why should I not acknowledge that my heart was
almost broken when I inflicted on myself the duty of exile ?
Why should I not confess that sobs tore me when in a hotel
lounge I read the ignominious terms of the Armistice?
I dared scarcely look Englishmen, friends old and new, in
the face when they asked me, yet with infinite delicacy:
" How could this have happened ? "
If there should be some unable to understand my feelings,
well, I must leave it at that!
One day, while scanning the newspapers with the fear
of finding in them a fresh cause for shame, I came to a halt